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Warming up on a cold January night 


| hadn't heard the front door or him going up the stairs. Izzy was usually quiet when he would come back 
home in the middle of the night. | don't think he was especially considerate for those who were in and already 
sleeping but he had this cat-like ability to move around gracefully and silently. So when | was awoken by some 
cursing and a loud thump and some other muffled sounds, | was wondering what was going on It was not 
normal. A few minutes later | heard the bathroom door closing, then the shower, which stopped after less 
than a minute, then nothing. Finally, the bathroom door opened again. It's strange but it creaks when it opens 
but not when it closes. | heard footsteps in the corridor and Izzy going to his room again. He shares a bedroom 
with Axl but Axl wasn't in tonight. He has a new girlfriend who seems to have a decent apartment therefore 
he sleeps there most nights these days. So Axl not being around, | was curious what was wrong, causing Izzy 


to make noise like that. 


A minute later, all went quiet. Whatever that was about, it was over apparently, | thought to myself. I'd go 
back to sleep then | turned around on my side and nestled my face in the pillow. 


That's when | hear a knock on my door and the door opening slowly. | recognize Izzy's slender frame and messy 
hair in the semi darkness of the hallway. We leave a dim light on at the end of the corridor as most of us 
always walk in at night and Slash is a specialist at tripping around in the dark. Izzy hasn't said anything. | guess 


he's trying to figure out if I'm asleep. I'll save him the trouble. 

"Need anything, man?" 

| woke you up?", he asks with a low voice that betrays anger or impatience. 
"Yeah.. You're usually much more silent. Why are you upset?" 


"That redhead fucker left the window open in our bedroom. It's fucking like 30 degrees in here now and it 


rained on my bed." 

"Oops." 

"Yes, fucking pretty oops while l'm pissing rainbows. You know how fucking cold it is tonight? Not to mention | 
got soaked walking back here because it rained again. | wanted to take a shower but there's no more hot water. 
Fucking shit!" 

Alright, he definitely sounds upset now. And that's a rare thing. You don't want to have Izzy upset. My luck. 
"Shhh... You gonna wake up the other two next door." 


"They're passed out drunk. | saw them, they left the door open." 


Nevertheless, thinking about the noise and how cranky Slash can be when he awakes in the middle of the night, 


Izzy steps in my room completely and closes the door behind him. 


‘Sorry, | didn't want to snap at you. It's Axl I'm exasperated at", he apologizes, his tone almost back to normal. 
Don't know how he does it. | can't go back from angry to normal in IO seconds. Of course, Izzy can. Izzy can 


many things. At the same time, | seem to notice he looks at me confused. 
"Your bed is bigger than before or am | that drunk ?" he asks 


| used to have an old and very thin small mattress. This afternoon, coming back from work and passing by the 
window of the charity shop a few blocks down from where we live, | saw this big mattress that looked brand 
new. | couldn't resist and spent my last two weeks' earning at the restaurant on it. A well deserved luxury 
splurge, in my view. | was sick and tired to sleep on a short, narrow and thin mattress that was more like a 


worn out blanket than anything else. This one feels almost bouncy and | fit on it fully. This is great. 


"| got a new mattress, at the charity shop. New from the factory but there were tears on the fabric so they 
wouldn't sell it in the shop." 


"Good for you", he commented. 


Despite the darkness in the room, | see he's holding himself tight, rubbing his hands over his arms, probably 
trying to warm up. l'm talking about my new comfy sleeping spot and realize that he just told me his bed is 
wet from the rain and their room reached fridge temperature. 


We're in January. Its winter and its California but for once, it is truly chilly down here. Its been cold since a 
few days but tonight, it is particularly cool. | don't think it's 30 degrees in his bedroom but night weather is in 
the mid 30's so its probably cold if their window was open all night till now. Even leaving our windows closed, 
we are not equipped for this temperature in general with our shitty single glaze windows as well as no 
functioning heating in our bedrooms. Luckily, to make things better, | have this wool blanket | had in the trunk 
of my truck. | washed it and dried it a few hours ago after coming back from the charity shop with my new 
mattress. | remembered about it when | heard it would be so cold on the radio, in the kitchen of the 
restaurant. There are still stains from car grease on the blanket and | don't know what else that made a weird 
green stain on it but it's clean anyway and it doesn't smell bad. | put that blanket over the bed sheet and the 
thinning comforter to make it warmer and it's toasty just fine like that. Plus | have had a pretty large amount 
of booze tonight when | was with Slash and Stevie so I'm warm from the inside as well. | start to feel bad for 


Izzy. 

‘Izzy, you wanna sleep here ? You can join and try my new mattress’, | offer. 

Izzy looks like he's hesitating for a minute but then | see he walks towards the bed. 

"Thanks", he just says. 

| move against the wall to leave more room for him and grab one of my pillows to put it on his side. | see him 
kicking off his boots, taking off his socks, shirt and his jeans before kneeling down on the side of the mattress 


and rolling on his back next to me. 


"Nice and soft", he comments as he lies down. “Sorry | woke you up", he says. "Why aren't you drunkenly 


passed out like the others, by the way?" 

"I am drunk, | just hold my liquor better, you know it, and | slept two hours already." 

| guess it's the same for him. He doesn't often pass out from drinking and he can drink. It's amazing how much 
Jack or beer he can swallow and still stand and talk considering his small weight. | would still outdrink him but 
l'm a bit in a category of my own on that front. 

| can see Izzy's shape next to me, turned on his side with his back to me. He's curled up on himself. 

"You ok?", | venture asking. 


"IFs really fucking cold tonight’, he complains. 


"It's cold but it's not freezing’, | say to cheer him up. 


| haven't eaten anything the whole day almost, then the rain, then the cold, then the fucking bedroom window. 
Today was so fucked up. | think my body is giving up. Even a bottle of Jack hasn't helped" 


"Do you want something to put on for when you sleep?" 

"No, | don't like to sleep with clothes on. | guess I'll just warm up." 

"Do you need a fix?" 

"Shit, Don't tempt me, Duff. | can't. | just have enough left for tomorrow morning, then | need to score." 

Ok Not much else to add on my side. | put my hand on his shoulder and feel him shiver. His skin is pretty cold. 
If you want, come closer. Just for five minutes. l'm warm, you'll feel better." 

| feel Izzy turning around and resting on his elbows, looking at me a bit suspiciously. 

“Survival IOl, body heat is most effective to warm up somebody else", | remind him. 


| don't have any hidden agenda when | propose this to him. Now that he looks at me like that, of course, | think 
about what he thinks, and then | dismiss it altogether. 


"I know", he replies in a neutral voice. “Sorry, am nervous and in a bad mood" 
As he says that, he rolls back on his side but moving towards me a little bit. 
"Maybe just a little while.. You know, if you can warm me up", he says very softly. 


Perhaps he's blushing, | cannot tell because of the darkness and his face turned away from me, but he's ok 


with the idea anyway. 

"Sure, get your bony ass over here", | tell him. 

| move a few more inches closer to him and pull him against me, sliding one arm under his pillow and one 
around his waist, my hand resting a little higher on his stomach. His body is cold and tense, partly from the 
chilled air outside and his bedroom and partly from the awkward situation for him. After a while, | can feel he 
is relaxing and his whole body is leaning back against mine. 


"Shit, Duff, you have a built-in heater in you or what?" 


"Feeling better, right?" 


"Yeah... It's nice", he sighs. 


We lay there like that for a few more minutes not saying anything. | think he's good now so | move my hand 


and arm away from him but he grabs my wrist and pulls me back in the same position 
"Don't move, please. Feels good.. | haven't been in anyone's arms for a long time. You mind?" 


Ok.. That's a surprise, but of course no, | don't mind. He has a much calmer tone of voice now too, back in cool 


lzzy mode. 


Although I've known him for a litle over a year only, | consider Izzy as one of my best friends. | hadn't met 
guys like him or the others in LA. before. Probably he's also the guy | can talk to most in the band, | guess 
that's why | feel closer to him than the others. He's always so distant and tough and doing as if he needs no 
one and doesn't give a shit about anything and anyone so it's nice to hear he enjoys this with me. | like it too. 
So | hold him again, not saying anything and pulling him a little closer against me. He's a tall guy but I'm taller. 
Yet right now in my arms, he feels small. He is very thin. | know he doesn't eat well or much because of the 
smack and because of our finance. | can feel his hip bone against me and when | eventually move my hand 
away from his stomach, | can feel a little bit his ribcage. It doesn't show when he's without a shirt but there's 
not much on there either. | should bring him food from the restaurant. They always let us take left overs. | 
stopped taking some back here except for me because most of the time the others don't eat or are not in, 


and Axl is a picky diva who won't eat leftovers. I'll get him something nice tomorrow for dinner. 


A few minutes later, | think he's fallen asleep. He has this low and slow breathing pattern and | feel his body is 
completely relaxed now. | don't know why but | can't sleep anymore. He is making me feel relaxed too and we're 
definitely both nicely warm now but | think | start to feel too good about the whole thing. | close my eyes and 
try to fall back asleep thinking of nothing but | can't. | can't empty my mind, although l'm still drunk and that 
usually does the trick and help me fall into oblivion for a long night. However, | am no longer drunk enough to 


ignore how good it feels to hold Izzy in my arms. 


| have an on-and-off girlfriend since two months. | see her often and sometimes | sleep at her place. It's true 
it's nice to sleep with someone. Normally, | sleep with girls, unless | remember my early youthful days in 
Seattle and this friend of mine who liked me more than like a friend. | didn't mind. He was cool, he was friendly 
and it felt right and good with him. Still | don't think I'm gay. | like girls and fucking girls. So why do | suddenly 
feel this good holding Izzy? | guess | like the contact with him because he is my friend. He's effortlessly cool 
and at the same time badass and | admire him for that. He has a style of his own and he looks good with it. 
His hair is a mess and his trying to cut it himself last month hasn't helped but | like it anyway. It looks like 
ruffled black feathers. Thinking about his hair, | can feel it's still damp from the rain. | hadn't noticed that | 
was stroking his hair and running my fingers into it as | was thinking about that. So | gently slide my hand out 


of his black locks and try to move away from him a little not to wake him up. 
"Don't stop." 


| freeze when | hear him say that. | panic for a few seconds because of what | was thinking, then | realize | 


was thinking only and even if Izzy has many talents, he's not yet reading minds so I'm good. 
"You're not sleeping", | ask surprised. 

"Not really." 

He turns around on his other side facing me now. 

"I feel warm now, thanks", he says. 

| just nod at him, hoping he doesn't see how weirdly awkward | am feeling about him right now. 
"You're fucking comfortable too, you know that?", he tells me smiling. 

"Well. Thanks, | guess", is all | think of saying. 


He's a different Izzy than in day time or even when we go out at night. It seems like he has removed his 


tough guy persona before getting in bed. It's disconcerting. 


His dark eyes are locking into mine. He is not looking sleepy at all now either. | need to break the silence and his 


staring. 


"You shouldn't have stayed out in the rain with the cold’, | tell him as | brush some hair away from his face. 


"You gonna catch a pneumonia or something." 


"Junkies need their fix, whatever the fucking weather, and other LA. dealers don't seem to like the rain so | 


sold out tonight" 

"If you get sick, you won't sell anything for a few days and it will cost you money, for medication and stuff" 
"Since when do you worry about me?", he asks with a smirk. 

‘| worry about you like the others, nothing more", | reply casually. 

Izzy's hand is suddenly messing with my hair. 

"When's the last time you dyed your hair?", he asks me. 

"Don't know.. A while ago. Why?" 

"You have long roots, it's very punk. | like it", he comments. 


"Axl told me that when | joined the band, you had doubts about me because | was too much punk-looking’, | 


mention to him. 

Izzy laughs a little when | say that. 

"Axl talks too much sometimes", he replies. "I'm really glad you joined." 

Izzy's hand leaves my hair and he rolls on his back and stares at the ceiling. 
| haven't slept in the same bed with a guy since Axl and | were in Indiana." 
"You slept in Axl's bed?", | ask in disbelief. 


"No. He would come to my place, climbing up at my bedroom window in the evening or at night, when his 
father had beaten him up or.. worse. He would stay with me for the night. We would sleep in my bed. | would 


try to calm him down and take care of him, making him feel safe." 


| knew they were close and they spent their teenage years together but | didn't know they would do that. That 
explains why they are so close, | guess. | knew kids who had rough lives at home too back in my high school 
years but | wasn't close to them. Axl never speaks about it and Izzy either, and we don't ask. | know he had it 
bad as a child and | don't like thinking about it. My parents were nice, so | can't imagine how you can go 
through life with evil parents. | don't know why Izzy felt like sharing that with me but that makes me proud, 


like he's trusting me with something very personal. 

"Any other form of bonding while you were together in bed?", | ask as a joke. 

He doesn't reply right away and closes his eyes, then opens them again when he speaks. 

" Nah... nothing like that. With what happened to him at his place.. | would have never tried anything. That would 
never work with him. Besides, now he looks like a rock star and | look like the fucking dealer that | am. Nothing 
he would be falling for." 

| gulp. | would definitely be falling for him and | swear | saw glances from Axl towards him too when we are on 
stage, checking him out when we are changing in the dressing room. Maybe | am imagining things? Whatever 
was not happening between the two of them is not an issue. | am the one weirdly attracted to him right now. 
"You have many features worth falling for", | say, regretting my remark right away. 

He slowly turns around on his side, this time facing me and he stares at me with an undecipherable look. Shit, 
is he mad at me for saying that? What was | thinking? Rather, why did | think that saying what | was thinking 


was a good idea. | should make him think it was a joke. 


"You prefer blondes, you always go for blondes", he says seriously, yet, | can see a sparkle in his eyes so | 
think he might be teasing me and joking back. 


"Sure, | like blonde girls but you're not a girl", | correct him continuing the joke. 
"Definitely not", he smirks now and as he finishes his reply, he takes my hand and he places it on his crotch. 


My heart skips a beat or two as he does that. Wow. He's hard. And holy shit, now I'm hard too. | was almost 
halfway there already from holding him and all that but the contact with him just rushed half of my blood 
into my dick at once. Do | have to say something? Fuck, what do | say now? Is he still teasing me or does he 


really mean that? And what exactly does he mean? 


Izzy lowers his gaze and move forward against me, cradling his head in between my neck and my shoulder. | 
feel his breath on my throat, his mouth almost touching my neck and his left hand sliding over my arm. | 
don't know if I'm sleeping and dreaming but | like this dream if it is one. | haven't felt this way since a long 
time, confused and excited at the same time. It appears that tonight for once, he has let down his guard. | am 
not sure why, | am not sure if it is because of me but | have to say that | am not going to question what is 


going on tonight in his head. | fully enjoy Touching him and him touching me. 


| slide my hand over his back. | feel he's pressing himself against me, his breath increasing slightly, his mouth 
tracing from my neck to my face alongside my jawline, looking for my lips. | know if we go further, it will be 
weird afterwards, here at home, when we rehearse together, when we're on stage playing or just out together 
drinking but | cannot resist. | want to know what he tastes like and what he likes, how he wants to be touched. 
| run my hands further down his back and on his hips, pushing down the elastic band of his boxers. He wiggles 
out of them with a few swift moves of his own, leaving me access to everything | might want. | run my hand 


over his hard-on and hear him groan softly with pleasure. 


"Shit, l2.. What are we doing?", | whisper to him, hoping he will find an explanation and a reason to get rid of 


my confusion. 


"No fucking idea Don't think about it.. Just go with the flow, Duff.. Touch me like when you touch yourself, 
when you jerk off.” 


Oh man, | can't think anyway. Hearing Izzy talk to me like that is completely unexpected but so hot. | believe 
my head is going to explode. The way he says my name in his soft raspy voice is such a turn on. | know he's 
drunk but not that much. He's fully aware of what he's saying and doing. He doesn't know I've done this with a 
guy before. | never mentioned it to anyone here but did he sense it? He may have a sixth sense. Maybe he 
felt | was getting hard just holding him and he's juts responding to that. Shit, | did not know he would want this 
either. I've only seen him bang girls so far. This is too much to think about. | gotta stop thinking like | was 
doing a moment ago and just relish the feeling of his hands caressing me. | push him down on his back and 


turn to his side, pushing the sheet and the blanket down and sliding my hand down between his legs. 


His eyes are closed and his lips are partly open, letting out a low moan when | start to caress his balls and the 
base of his dick He wraps his right arm around my shoulders and brings me down towards him. | want to kiss 


him. | guess he wants it too so | wet my lips and push my mouth on his. He tastes of cigarettes and whisky, 


not surprising. | guess | taste pretty much the same to him, simply replace whisky with vodka. But then he 
also tastes of something salty, like when you taste your lips after you've swum in the sea. As | keep moving 
my hand on his dick, he moves his lips under mine, without rushing, taking me in, letting my Tongue explore his 
mouth and kissing me back He's really good at this. He makes me feel a bit self-conscious. | don't think I'm as 


good a kisser as he is. 


"Slower..", he moans at me. "Your mouth.. Kiss me slowly.. But your hand faster..", he says in between pants, 


eyes open now. 


| cannot help but smile. Izzy is usually not requesting you to do anything or tell you how to do something but | 
guess this is not everyday life situation. So | oblige, even if the slow and fast coordination is a bit of a 


challenge, but | want him to feel as good as | am feeling at this moment. 


A few long soft kisses and heavy panting later, | feel his hips jerk up towards me. He lets out a growl, which | 
silence with my mouth again, not wanting Slash or Stevie to hear anything or being awoken. It's just Izzy and 
me right now, nobody else exists. He's come in my hand, shaking a bit and gasping for air as | leave his mouth 
to let him breath. His eyes are locked into mine. | know his eyes are normally brown green but right now, in 


the darkness of my room, they appear jet black and full of lust and excitation | can't keep it for myself. 
"Fuck, Izzy, you look so hot right now..." 

He smirks at me, of course, like he knows. 

"You were really good’, he says as his breathing is slowing down a bit. 


His arm is fumbling with something on the side of the bed and | see he's handing me a t-shirt or his shirt, 
whatever it is, to clean him up and wipe my hand. 


| move up a bit, almost sitting against the non-existent headboard, namely the wall. Izzy is crawling over me. 
He is featherlight but | can still feel the contact of his whole body over mine. He's tracing his mouth down my 
chest and my stomach and his hands are sliding down my hips, pushing down my underwear. Izzy's Touch is 
electrifying; it sets my skin on fire. | feel his hair brushing on my thighs as his head is moving down there, 
between my legs. | was thinking he would reciprocate but it looks like he's gonna blow me. | can't get my head 
around that but none of this seems real anyway. | pass my hand over my face and look back down. Izzy's 
staring at me with a big grin. His hair has mostly fallen back over his eyes and | can't see his stare but | feel 


it. 
‘Izzy, please.. Don't leave me waiting like this..", | surprise myself saying. 
| can't believe | am almost begging him. | wonder if he's done that before. He feels so cool about it. Its 


unsettling almost, like it's the most natural thing and we've done this before. Then my mind stops wandering 
when | feel the hot and wet embrace of his mouth sliding down my dick 


Shit!" | cannot contain myself and just pray that | haven't cursed too loud and woken up the other two next 


door. 


Izzy's mouth and tongue are working up and down on me and driving me crazy. | can't recall how it was exactly 
with my Seattle friend back in those days as most of our experimentation took place in-between a fair amount 
of pot smoking sessions but this right now is heaven. | guess a guy knows better what to do and how to do it. 
I've had girls being great at it but Izzy is obviously skilled at this. | don't know where it comes from and l'm 
not gonna ask him but he takes me almost over the edge in a few minutes. | try to hold on and not come yet 
in order to endure more of this sweet torture. | hear myself panting in the silence of the night, my heavy 
breathing covers Izzy's. When | sense the tingles of orgasm building at the bottom of my stomach, | know | 
won't be able to stop myself this time. 


"lm so close, lz.. m gonna come... Now..." 

| think Izzy's raised his eyes to look at me but | can't stand the sensation or the sight. My eyes shut close 
and | throw my head back as | explode in Izzy's mouth, trying not to bite my tongue as | keep my mouth shut 
not to make any noise. 

The high is dissipating slowly. | observe Izzy who is calmly sliding up on the bed to my level, licking his lips 
after having swallowed my load. He's taken it all and licked me clean. He's a little breathless still but he has 
that peculiar nonchalant manner about the whole thing. 

"Jeez, Izzy.. That was.. Just perfect", | whisper to him. 

I'm sure he can still feel my heart racing. | sense him shudder, so | move down a bit to lay properly with my 
head back on my pillow and pull up the sheet and blanket over us. He snuggles back right next to me, his face 
buried against my chest. | wasn't expecting him to be cuddly but hey, | wasn’t expecting him to suck me 
either, so why do | even wonder at this point. 

"You liked it, didn't you?", he asks me. 

Seriously? Does he have any doubt about whether | enjoyed this? 

"You're fishing for compliments now?" 

He chuckles. 


"No, but.. | never did that to a guy, so just checking." 


"Well, let me reassure you, you're frigging good at it, so yeah, | enjoyed it", | reply just to clarify. And then | 
cannot help but ask him. 


"But what does it mean? What we just did" 


Izzy doesn't answer right away. | hear him sigh and | feel one of his hand gently rubbing my shoulder. 


"Don't fucking freak out, Duff.. It means you're good with your hand and l'm good with my mouth when it's not 
for talking.” 


Typical laidback Izzy answer. Nothing to add, | guess. 


| have no idea if this will happen again but shit, | don't regret what we just did. If Izzy can be cool about it, | 
just have to do the same and remember tonight next time I'm by myself and cannot fall asleep. 


"Good night, man", Izzy says his eyes already closed. He's falling asleep nestled against me. | ran my fingers 


through his hair one last time and close my eyes as well. 


l'm so glad Axl forgot to close that window.. 


